Her hair they combed and brushed, which fell un-

tressed

All artlessly, and placed a coronal
With their small fingers on her head, and dressed
Her robes with many jewels great and small;
Of her array how shall I tell withal?
Scarcely the people knew her for fairness,
So transformed was she in her splendid dress.

This marquis her has married with a ring
Brought for the purpose there; and then has set
Upon a horse, snow-white and well ambling,
And to his palace, without longer let,
With happy following folk and more they met,
Convoyed her home, and thus the day they spent
In revelry until the sun's descent.

And briefly forth throughout this tale to chase,

1 say that unto this new marchioness

God has such favour sent her, of His grace,

It seemed in no way true, by likeliness,

That she was born and bred in humbleness,

As in a hovel or an ox's stall,

But rather nurtured in an emperor's hall.

To everyone she soon became so dear

And worshipful, that folk where she had dwelt

And from her birth had known her, year by year.

Although they could have sworn it, scarcely felt

That to Janicula, with whom I've dealt,

She really was a daughter, for she seemed

Another creature now, or so they deemed.

For though she ever had been virtuous,

She was augmented by such excellence

Of manners based on noble goodness thus,

And so discreet and wise of eloquence,

So gentle and so worthy reverence,

And she could so the people's hearts embrace,

That each her loved that looked upon her face,
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